CHAPTER 100 


July 27, 2011 


“Okay, Rise and Teddie are checking out the other side, so we'll go ahead and start 
the meeting.” 


It was the official first day of summer vacation, and the entirety of the investigation 
team had gathered around at the usual spot at Junes; minus Rise and Teddie, who 
would be joining them after they finished scanning the television world for any sign 
of that kid they saw on television last night. Justin groaned slightly. He didn’t know 
who that was, but there was something definitely not right about that kid. The 
picture had come in clear, and from what he said, it sounded as though he was 
daring someone to follow him in. Maybe it was something like Justin’s shadow; only 
instead of telling the investigation team to stay away, he told them to chase after 
him. Why? Who knows? Could be a trap for all Justin knew. All he knew was that this 
was the shittiest time for this to happen. With summer vacation starting and Chie’s 
birthday in a few days, Justin had enough on his plate without this crap. 


“Now, about what happened last night... You guys saw it, right?” Yosuke 
questioned, a very worried expression on his face. The way the guy on the screen 
had dared the team to chase after him, that blank, vacant stare he had on his face, 
the way the screen didn’t have the slightest bit of static. Something was very very 
wrong. And everyone knew it. 


“Yeah. Shit he said made my blood boil. That mumbling of his and those fish-like 
eyes pissed me off even more. Who the hell is he?” Kanji snarled with fury. Justin 
raised an eyebrow at him, lifting his face from the cushion he had made out of his 
arms. This was strange, perhaps even concerning. Rage inducing? Not quite. They 
didn’t know what was going on yet, first of all; secondly, nothing the guy said struck 
as particularly distasteful or infuriating. 


“| swear to god I’ve seen that kid somewhere before...” Justin muttered to himself. 
Yu and Chie nodded in agreement; they recognized his face, but for the love of god 
they couldn’t put a finger on where. Yukiko probably should have recognized the 
guy, though no one knew it at the time, but apparently she had completely erased 
all memory of him. 


“Whoever he is; it looks like he’s our man.” Yu remarked. Justin sighed. It certainly 
looked that way, what with him daring them to chase after him in the television, but 
they shouldn’t get too far ahead of themselves. That could just be his shadow 
spreading bullshit; and face it: he never once said he had any involvement with the 
murders, nor anything that could connect him. The only thing clear was that he had 
some reason to hide, and he was getting cocky; what being in a TV and all. 


“Yeah, | was thinking the same thing.” Yosuke agreed. Justin was a little surprised to 
see SO many people agreeing with Yu on this. They didn’t have any evidence to say 
this was their guy. Justin had his suspicions that it was him, but they should hold off 
on calling him a murderer until they actually had proof that he did it. | mean, they 
didn’t want to be like Naoto, right? 


“You too, Yosuke-kun?” Yukiko questioned. It seemed everyone was a little 
surprised that everyone had the same creeping suspicion in the back of their mind. | 
mean, everyone had at the very least considered the possibility; and it seemed 
Justin was the only one that really disagreed with the group, that this guy might not 
be the killer. Maya was on the fence, but generally leaning towards the side of Yu 
and the gang. 


“It's just a hunch, but it makes sense.” Chie remarked. At least she had the common 
decency to say ‘yeah, it might be him, but it also might not.’ 


“Let’s hold off on pointing any fingers until we have all the evidence. For the 
moment let’s just say he’s very fucking suspicious.” Justin interceded. He sincerely 
thought everyone was getting ahead of themselves. It wouldn’t kill them to hold off 
on throwing accusations like that until they were a hundred percent sure. They 
could be suspicious of him all they want, and that would be fine; but don’t drag the 
guy’s name through the dirt until you know he’s responsible. Yosuke sighed, 
nodding slightly in agreement. Every fiber of his being said that it was in fact this 
guy responsible, but they couldn’t prove it. Not yet. That didn’t mean they couldn’t 
discuss it, though; because honestly? There was a good chance he was their guy. 


“We've been told the suspect is a high schooler... The police are after him for the 
murder of King Moron. So to see that on TV last night, at a time like this... | mean, 
he even taunted the viewers, saying, ‘Try and catch me...’” Yosuke reasoned out 
loud, stacking up the evidence they had on this guy so far. All pretty significant 
pieces of evidence too, though really nothing that couldn’t be a coincidence. Justin 
leaned back in his chair, placing the tip of his foot along the edge of the table to tilt 
himself backwards slightly, rubbing at his chin as he tried to think. There had to be 
a more significant connection; because otherwise, they didn’t have shit on this guy. 


“Uhhhh... So?” Kanji puzzled aloud, not really getting what Yosuke was trying to 
say. Kanji wasn’t very good with implications; things sort of had to be spelt out for 
him. It was kind of useful in a way: if Kanji didn’t immediately get it, then there was 
a good chance they hadn’t gotten enough evidence yet. Yosuke groaned, annoyed 
that he had to spell things out for Kanji, like he was some sort of toddler. 


“Alright, let's say there's this high school student. We'll call him Shin. For some 
random reason, who knows why, Shin is able to enter the other world. Then Shin, 
again for some random reason, starts throwing people into that world, intending to 
kill them. The police can't prove the other world exists, so it's the perfect crime. He 
can't possibly be caught. Now imagine you're Shin, but after a while, people stop 


dying when you throw them in the TV. You don't know why. You want to kill King 
Moron, but the TV is out, so you have to do it personally. Now the police are on to 
you. As a result, you-l mean Shin-is a wanted criminal, and there's no place for him 
to run...” 


“But the TV.” Justin interrupted Yosuke’s thought process. It made sense, it really 
did; and that’s probably what the killer would do. But could they really prove that 
this kid WAS the killer? He could just be another person that got thrown in. | mean... 
yeah, the timing would be really shitty for that; but it’s always a possibility. Yosuke 
nodded slightly, confirming that him and Justin were on the same train of thought 
here. 


“So... you're saying he went into the other world to dodge the cops? Ohhhh... So 
that's why he said, "Catch me if you can..." Wow Senpai, you're smarter than you 
look!” Kanji complimented...? Smarter than you look is really an iffy compliment. 
Context was everything, and well... There was no context. Yosuke, needless to say, 
decided to take that more as an insult than the compliment it had been intended to 
be. 


“Geez, you can piss me off sometimes.” Yosuke grumbled, annoyed by Kanji’s 
remark. Or perhaps he was just annoyed that he had to explain everything to Kanji. 
| mean, the guy had been part of the team forever; this was stuff he should have 
been able to put together on his own. 


“We still don’t know why he targeted people who were shown on TV... But if he had 
a personal grudge against Mr. Morooka, that explains one thing. With a strong 
enough motive, wouldn't he forsake the untraceable TV method and try to kill Mr. 
Morooka on his own? If you think about it that way, it sort of makes sense why Mr. 
Morooka died without appearing on TV.” Yukiko reasoned out loud. It was true; they 
still hadn’t discerned a motive for the killer; and if the killer was that desperate to 
put a hit on Marooka, he probably would get risk with his murder methods. But let’s 
face it; there were a lot of people who hated Marooka’s guts. Half the world had a 
motive to kill that guy. And besides; the motive really was irrelevant. The guy could 
just be killing because he could, or because he wasn’t in his right mind. Point being, 
discerning the motive of a murder for a psychopath was just a waste of time and 
energy. They could catch the guy and then figure out his reasons. 


“| don’t think the motives all that relevant at this point. We just need to know who, 
not why.” Justin pointed out. Yosuke grunted a bit. Obviously he wanted a why too. 
Someone very dear to him had died and he wanted answers. Everyone could tell 
that’s why he was pissed off... Save maybe Kanji, who didn’t even know about 
Yosuke’s crush on Saki. Maya sighed slightly as she noticed Yosuke drifting back off 
into his memories of Saki again. Everytime he did that, she felt like she died a little 
bit on the inside. 


“| wonder what that boy's going to do, now that he's in there... With Teddie on this 
side, there's no way for him to get out...” Yukiko remarked, a slightly concerned 
expression on her face. Even if he was a killer, being trapped in there with the 
shadows, just waiting for death? It was a horrifying thought really. Chie in particular 
seemed particularly worried about the kid’s safety for some reason. 


“Y-You don't think... he's gonna get desperate and end it all...? He did look 
depressed, like it was the end of the world...” Chie worried aloud. Justin’s eyes 
widened for a slight moment; he did actually sound pretty depressed. And really, 
everything he did say could point to him trying to off himself as well. It was just as 
likely the kid was trying to commit suicide as it was he was the murderer. Yosuke 
shook his head a bit; he didn’t see that being a possibility. 


“No, | don't think that's it. The killer has to know that the people he threw into the 
TV have come back to this side. | can see missing Yukiko or Kanji or Justin. But Rise, 
a celebrity... There's no way the killer wouldn't know she's still alive. So that means 
he knows there's a way out of the TV world. As for the rest... We'll just have to ask 
him face to face.” Yosuke reasoned out loud. That really didn’t counter the whole 
suicide angle, but it did mean the kid knew he wasn’t trapped in there; at least, if he 
was the killer that is. He could very well be innocent after all. Actually... Was it 
possible that he let himself in, but wasn’t the killer? Maybe it was like Yu; where he 
had Persona even before entering the television. Justin could imagine it would be 
easy to fall into a television by accident under those circumstances. 


Justin’s thoughts were interrupted by the sight of Rise coming back around the 
corner, though Teddie was oddly absent. Perhaps he was still scanning the other 
world; because from the look on Rise’s face, they didn’t find jack shit. 


“Hey, good timing! How’d it go?” Chie questioned cheerfully. Rise really wished she 
could return the sentiment; but given that she had bad news, she really couldn’t 
pretend to be cheerful right now. 


“Not good. There's not enough information to go on. But at least we're positive that 
someone's in there...” Rise tried to justify the bad news with some good news. She 
was almost entirely positive it was that kid in there; now they just needed to find 
him. And hopefully very quickly if Chie’s suicide theory held any water. Yosuke 
looked around, clearly having just noticed Rise was alone right now. 


“| see... Wait, where's Teddie?” 
“He's still looking.” 


“Alright. So we need to find out who that guy is... And if he is in fact the one the 
police are after. Once we figure that out, we just do our thing.” Yosuke ordered. 
Justin nodded a bit; that seemed like a fair plan to him. They did need to know who 
the kid was on the screen, and they could confirm whether or not he was the killer 


just by checking to see if he was the current suspect in the murder cases. So long 
as they didn’t ruin the guy’s reputation before they even knew he did anything. 


“That's right! If he really is the killer and he's escaped into the other world, the 
police don't have a chance of catching him.” Chie announced, as though no one else 
had already figured that out. Unless the police force suddenly figured out how to 
use Personas, they weren’t getting into the television anytime soon. If they could, 
they wouldn’t even be investigating the murders right now; now would they? 


“So it's all on us!” Kanji agreed with Chie, fire in his heart and eyes. 


“Well then, let's get digging!” 


“Tell me something Chie. How is it that damn near everyone has seen the Midnight 
Channel at this point, but not a single person knows who the kid that showed up 
was?” 


Justin and Chie were sitting inside Aiya’s right now. They had been searching hours 
on end for any trace of information they could find on this guy; but it seemed they 
weren't having much luck. Yu said he thought he might have found a lead, but he 
wasn’t having much luck pursuing it. Something about not being able to find the 
guy he was looking for or something. Honestly, Justin wasn’t really paying attention; 
he was exhausted from wandering around and asking everyone about this kid. It 
was hard to get information about someone when you don’t even know his name. 
And god knows Justin just could not handle talking to total strangers. He felt like his 
heart was going to explode every time he went up to some bystander on the 
sidewalk. God only knew most of them probably thought he was crazy by the time 
he left their presence. 


“Well someone’s got to know who that kid is...” Chie spoke with little optimism. She 
was trying to look on the bright side, but just knowing that there was someone out 
there that knew this information wasn’t really enough motivation. It could take them 
forever to find this person for all they knew; and time was very much of the essence 
when it came to the television world. She sighed before turning her attention to the 
bowl of ramen in front of her. The two had ordered some food and pretty much 
called it quits for the day at this point. It was nearly dark outside after all, and they 
clearly needed to rethink their strategy as to how to probe for this guy’s identity. 


“It would help if we just had his name...” Justin sighed. Describing this kid to people 
was probably the worst part of his little interrogation sessions. The second he said 
‘fish-eyes,’ because really, that’s what they looked like, people looked at him like he 
was crazy. Figures that the guy that would stand out in a crowd would be the 
hardest to find. Justin was about to stick his chopsticks into his bowl when his 
phones started to vibrate, indicating that he had a new text message. He sighed, 


dropping the chop sticks into the bowl before dipping his hand into his pocket, 
flipping his phone open to see who it was. Not that he need to check to see who had 
messaged him; it had been Maya every single goddamn time. 


Nothing over near Junes. Have you asked around the riverbed? 


Justin groaned a bit as he read the text. No he had not for several reasons. The first 
and foremost being that he had checked the entire goddamn shopping district with 
Chie. The second was that Kanji and Yukiko had the river bed covered last time he 
checked; they didn’t need anyone else over there. Justin mumbled a few obscenities 
under his breath with annoyance as he typed in a reply. This was like the sixth time 
she had texted Justin about this crap. 


Kanji and Yukiko have it covered. I’d ask them. 


Justin grumbled a bit as he slid the phone back into his pocket, shaking his head a 
bit before grabbing a hold of his chopsticks again. “I swear, that girl has more 
questions about what I’ve done than the actual case.” He sighed a bit before forcing 
some noodles into his mouth. He was starving from walking around so much. He 
was a bit surprised Chie was putting up such an appetite; what with her sneaking 
out to get a steak bowl while he wasn’t looking. Not that he cared of course; they 
only really needed one ear on the street at a time. It was just surprising that she 
could still eat after that is all. 


“She still checking out Junes with Yosuke?” Chie questioned. Junes had a lot of 
people, sure; but she would have thought they’d have the place covered by now. 
After all; Yosuke could probably just put an announcement over the PA system 
asking if anyone had any information on the kid. It wasn’t subtle, and he’d probably 
never be allowed near the PA again; but it would work. Justin nodded his head a bit. 


“She just finished up.” Justin replied. “I’m hoping that means she'll stop pestering 
me every five seconds; but | doubt it.” He sighed. He was tired at this point; he 
could just go home and sleep forever given the option. Not to mention he had a 
huge headache. With everything that had been loaded on his plate recently, his 
head seemed to be buzzing with all sorts of thoughts. The murders, Chie’s birthday, 
Everyone’s love life getting dumped on him, and now he could add Maya not 
shutting the fuck up for five seconds to that list. Just five seconds; that’s all he was 
asking for. Justin dug through the noodles in his bowl, slurping them down slowly, 
but eagerly. He was too tired to eat fast; but hungry enough that he wouldn’t just 
keel over into the bowl in front of him. 


“You think he did it? That kid on the Midnight Channel, | mean.” Chie questioned 
after a brief pause of silence between the two. Justin sighed as he placed the 
chopsticks along the edge of the bowl once again. In a way, he was so tired because 
this had been on his mind. | mean; the guy was suspicious as all fuck, but he 
couldn’t find a single piece of evidence that definitively made it clear this guy was 


responsible. He wasn’t sure what to think in all honesty. He could follow his instincts 
and say yes, this guy was a murdering scumbag. But then what if Justin was wrong? 
He could put this guy though a world of pain throwing around accusations like that. 
He could also say no, that no evidence pointed to him being the killer... But he 
didn’t want him escaping if he really was responsible. The best he could really say 
was maybe. Anything more, anything less; and he had fucked someone over. 


“| don’t know...” Justin huffed a bit, his hand rubbing at his temples slightly. This 
was really just giving him a headache thinking about it. Maybe he just needed to 
withhold judgment until they figured out what the hell was going on. “He could be; 
but we don’t really have any proof...” Chie nodded slightly. She had some doubts 
herself; though she trusted her instincts on this. They might not have the evidence, 
but she could just tell this guy was the killer. Call it woman’s intuition, only don’t 
because I’m entirely positive women don’t have a sixth sense for knowing who’s a 
murderer and who’s not. 


“Yeah... | know what you mean. It’s like... | don’t want this guy getting in trouble if 
it’s not him.” Chie mused aloud, a slightly concerned expression on her face. Justin 
nodded a bit before turning his attention back to his food. He just wanted to keep 
his mind off of this; he had enough on his plate as it was. 


“| hope it is him though.” Justin remarked, shoving some noodles in to his mouth; 
swallowing them down before proceeding to elaborate. “| just want this to all be 
over with already.” Justin sighed. If this was their guy; they had him in a corner now. 
And it would all end soon. No more staying up at night waiting for the Midnight 
Channel, no more worrying about his friends’ safety every day... No more putting 
themselves in danger every time someone got thrown in. They’d be able to just go 
back to the way things were before... Well; the peace and quiet part anyway. Justin 
hated to admit it, but if it weren’t for this murder case, he’d probably never have 
made a lot of the friends he had right now. Hell, he even wondered if Chie and him 
would be friends. Sure, they talked before the incident; but with the way Justin 
acted, he’d be surprised if she started to ignore him after a while. 


“It would be nice to go back to the things were before all of this...” Chie remarked. 
It seemed she just wanted this to end already as well. And who could blame her? 
These murder cases were like a leech to the investigation team; sucking away at 
their energy, their very souls on a daily basis. Chie wanted to protect people; that’s 
why Justin assumed she kept putting up with all this bullshit. But even then, that 
didn’t mean she didn’t long for the calm before the storm. 


“Yeah, | know what you- GODDAMMIT!” Justin shouted interrupting himself as his 
phone started to vibrate again. Chie found it actually a bit difficult not to laugh at 
how angry he was getting over a text message. Justin wasn’t finding this quite as 
amusing as Chie. In fact; he was pretty pissed off right now. His head hurt enough 
without that irritating beep coming out of his phone every three seconds. He had 


half considered hurling the phone across the restraint and into a wall; cutting off all 
communication with Maya. But he didn’t. He just flipped the phone open to see 
what could be so fucking important that Maya had to bother him AGAIN. 


You wouldn't happen to have left the keys under the mat, would you? 


“God fucking dammit Maya.” Justin declared, pushing himself up from his seat. Chie 
passed him a puzzled look, not entirely sure what Maya had done this time that 
Justin was so pissed. Maybe she was vomiting up a lung. Probably not though, since 
she'd really have no reason to tell Justin that she was if he was trying to go behind 
his back. “Maya’s locked out of the house, | have to go let her in.” Justin sighed. 
“Just once I'd like to be able to sit down and eat without the melodrama or the 
interruptions.” Justin muttered under his breath as he threw some money on the 
table for his portion of the bill. He felt bad for ditching Chie like this; but Maya WAS 
still sick, so leaving her outside his house in the cold of the night was not going to 
fly. Chie passed Justin a slight look of sorrow. The one time in months they’d been 
able to just sit down, eat, and chat; and Maya had to go and ruin it. They just didn’t 
have much luck with this stuff apparently. 


“Oh... uh... Good luck with her.” Chie remarked semi-sarcastically. Though there 
was certainly some truth to her words; whether she knew it or not. Maya was really 
a handful in every aspect. She was always dragging Justin away from what he was 
doing for something; and that’s not even mentioning the financial aspects of her 
living under the same roof as him. It was seriously draining away at him. He 
wondered if there was a way to petition to get a larger chunk of the trust fund a 
month. Sure, he got all the money at once when he turned eighteen; but that was 
still two years off. Not exactly helpful with Maya living with him now. 


“I! need a lot more than luck. | need my goddamn sanity back, for one.” 


December 9, 2009 


“If you don’t stop playing that fucking song, I’m snapping that thing in 
half.” 


The two shadows were sitting along the rooftop, overlooking the alleyway once 
again; a smoke in Shadow Maya’s hand, a guitar in Shadow Justin’s hand. Shadow 
Justin had been strumming that same riff over and over again as of late; as if he had 
just learned how to play it and wanted to let the world know or something. And that 
was incredibly annoying from Maya’s shadow’s point of view. Justin stopped playing 
for a moment to glare at her for a moment. Apparently at some point within the last 
week she had gotten the notion that she had any say over what he did. She was 


sorely mistaken. He glared at her for a moment longer before playing the riff again, 
just to spite her. 


She reached out to grab the guitar neck, tugging at it as she tried to rip it off 
Justin’s shadow’s body. He was having a hard time deciding whether wearing the 
strap was a good thing at this point. On one hand, she couldn’t rip the guitar off of 
him so long as that cloth wrapped around his back. On the other, that meant she 
just might settle on throwing him over the edge of the roof with the guitar. Luckily, 
she decided it wasn’t worth the effort she was putting into trying to break that 
thing. Justin’s shadow smirked in slight victory as Shadow Maya glared at him, 
annoyed by his childish antics. 


“Oh I’m sorry, what was that about snapping my guitar in half? | couldn’t 
hear you over this riff.” Justin’s shadow taunted her as he played the riff again. 
She was very visibly boiling with annoyance and anger. 


“| wasn’t talking about your guitar.” The shadow snarled. Justin’s shadow’s 
playing slowed then to a crawl before eventually coming to a stop. He wasn’t 
entirely sure what Shadow Maya had intended by that. | mean, what else could she 
possibly have to snap that would piss of Shadow Justin? 


“Oh really? What were you talking about then.” 


“Your spinal cord.” Shadow Maya’s glare intensified as the words left her mouth. 
Shadow Justin just shook his head. She could threaten him all she wanted, he wasn’t 
afraid of some bitch with an attitude. Where did she get off thinking her opinion was 
the opinion to end all opinions? That her word must be followed to the letter or 
there would be bloodshed? Justin grunted slightly. When he was king, she was going 
to be the first against the wall. Then he’d see just how cocky she was then. 


Shadow Maya glared at the side of Justin’s shadow’s head before turning her 
attention back to the alleyway below her. She was about to drop her cigarette over 
the ledge, having had her fill of smoke in her lungs, when something caught her 
eye. It was Maya and Justin... and also Teddie unfortunately. That would no doubt 
make things more complicated. Maya dropped her cigarette next to her on the roof, 
so as not to alert the two teenagers below them of her presence, before turning and 
jabbing Shadow Justin in the side. He glared at her, annoyed with her insistence of 
whacking him for no reason, though he understood once she pointed down below 
them at the group below them. The shadow’s eyes widened as he saw his human 
counterpart, looking nervously around as they approached the dumpster that 
Shadow Maya had rigged. 


“Shit! It’s other me.” Justin’s shadow remarked, as the two stood up, backing 
away from the ledge slightly. Justin’s shadow bit his bottom lip as he watched Maya 
jump up to search inside the dumpster. If other him was here, and other Maya was 
here, then that meant it was time for them to get to work... He knew Shadow Maya 


wouldn’t think twice to put a knife in her counterparts forehead. Justin’s shadow? 
Not so much. He wasn’t objecting to the whole murdering the other him part, mind 
you. He just wasn’t sure he wanted to leave. This was his home; and even if all the 
other shadows wanted to leave so desperately, he just couldn’t find the nerve in 
him to think of leaving the place. Sure the grass might be greener on the other side; 
but that’s just because the shadows didn’t have grass. Maybe they should work on 
that; plant the seed of change, you know? Then they wouldn’t want to leave so 
bad... 


But how? As long as the humans continued to corrupt this world with their ambitions 
and twisted dreams, the shadows would never truly be free. Perhaps that’s why 
most of the shadows wanted to replace the humans. It was the only true way to be 
free in this hellhole. The shadow grunted slightly now that he thought about it. 
Humans were a fucking blight; destroying everything they touched. This world was 
all the result of dark human ambition and twisted dreams. And none of the shadows 
would be safe until they were gone... 


“Oh, grow some fucking balls already. There is nothing for us here. 
NOTHING.” Maya’s shadow remarked, having seen the hesitation in Justin’s 
shadow’s eyes. He didn’t want to leave, and that was very concerning to Maya’s 
shadow. He was breaking all the social norms, he was defying their very nature for 
no reason other than to be a fucking idiot. She’d make him kill his counterpart if she 
had to. Justin’s shadow glared at her fora moment before sighing, turning his 
attention back down towards the cement below him. 


“We taking the express way?” Shadow Justin questioned as he eyed the ground 
below him, spotting a blind spot just behind where Justin was currently standing. It 
was Shady for one; so it would be hard to make out anything from within the 
shadows’ confines. Plus it would just be generally quicker; which might be a good 
thing since Maya could tip that dumpster over at any second. Maya’s shadow stared 
at him like he was crazy for a moment. 


“No shit we’re taking the express way. God damn.” She shook her head 
before backing up slightly and jumping down from the ledge of the building, a good 
five or so stories to the ground. Thankfully, since Shadow’s were really all just blood 
and smoke, there was no real mass to their body to create a sound from impact 
with the ground behind Justin. Plus; you can’t break any bones if you don’t have 
any. Neither shadow was in any danger from jumping to the ground below them at 
any height. Justin sighed a bit, annoyed by Shadow Maya’s asshole nature, before 
following her lead and jumping down from the rooftop. As he looked up from his 
landing spot, he noticed the motion of the dumpster slowly starting to tip. Maya’s 
shadow smirked devilishly, her plan slowly starting to come to fruition; and with her 
plan, so too her freedom. 


“Showtime.” 


